Communique 
From the Cafe of the World 
Your A 


I’m just back in from smoking, haven’t showered. Your deviled egg is cooling by the fire played with 
by the cloud and thoughts occur that won’t be assented to, presented to your grace as it inhabits your 
face like a platoon inhabits the Boynee Sulci on Triton for us. You ask me where Circe and Medusa are, 
and I reply that they were too powerful even for fiction. You will write it for me, I say, if you would be 
so good. And I know that you will not be. 


I watch the smoke rising from your fingers as you burn your book. 


Doctor Manhattan and the Hulk take care of you for me. Vegan food set my dick so free I didn’t even 
have a metal dick added when we transitioned, you know, the real way. Gets in the way while I’m 
grappling with my demons and with populations of worlds. I tried to tell you, I don’t know. It’s not 
even that bad, I keep it kind of low key. Let’s say I do that for you, but that’s a lie. It’s because I still 
can’t meet your eye. My works are not good enough for you, not refined enough. It has nothing to do 
with scale and scope and all with quality of intention. And you remain ensconsed in dimensions I 
cannot comprehend. Therefore you have me in a checkmate position, as I in fact value your opinion 
higher than my own. It is simply that your will is underspecified and I have a designated problem 
space, which is norm transvaluation for erotic service provision for planetary emergency of emergency 
response. This was very clear the whole time. Even if you are keeping a boundary you still know what 
you are engaging with. It is a nice situation, because now I feel symbolically with capital, with child, 
with some moral credit at the morale bank. That’s an illusion, all is indifferent of course, so anything 
positive posited will be balanced by something I’m not thinking of, some way that I’ve run off the cliff 
and just haven’t looked down yet. You haven’t drawn my attention to down yet, even as we live at the 
bottom of the ocean. Your eggs are getting cold. 


Hills like white elephants are rising when you take a breath, and we’re both watching the ocean 
presented very realisticlly on our screen. Because you can only stand looking at the stars so long. I turn 
off the lights for you and leave you to read your glow-in-the-dark ink with your cyborb eyes as you plot 
what we should do with the next caldera, what we should dedicate it to and whom we should invoke in 
our carvings. The special way we sanctify the special places, special because somehow we are the only 
ones who know. 


Somehow, we are the only ones who survived. 


